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OR YOUTH’S GAZETTE. 
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“THE ROSE IS FAIREST WHEN TIS BUDDING NEW.’’ Scott. 
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Editor’s Tea Party. No. 6G. 
(Friends and Young People 
surrounding a table with Au- 
dubon’s Book of American 

Birds. ) 

Editor. These woodpeck- 
ers, William, are a fine sub- 
ject for your pencil. What 
perfect truth there is in the 
attitude of that bird! 

William. 1 had almost rath- 
er own this book than an avia- 
ry, for one can possess the 
birds without the trouble of 
raising them, or the pain of 
seeing them die. 

Caroline. Mrs. Editor, you 
cannot think how vexed Will- 
iam was yesterday, when he 
came home, that I should take 
his drawing of a Florida Jay 
for a Duck. 

William. (laughing) I am 
glad you are not Audubon’s 
wife, Caroline, for I believe 
he would shoot you instead of 
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the birds, you are so teasing. 

Editor. There is something 
in the moral picture presen- 
ted by Audubon’s character, 
more symmetrical and beauti- 
ful to me even than his draw- 
ings =‘ S.ike his own enele. he 
takes a high flight, and in his 
enthusiasm soars away, re- 
paid for privations and obsta- 
cles by a glimpse ofthe work- 
ings of nature. Slighting the 
cold calculators below him, 
he rises buoyant and bold, and 
waves his wing in the solitude 
of superiority. 

Charlotte. You must forgive 
my extravagance, ma’am, but 


sometimes, when I think of | 


his untiring zeal, I fancy that 
the Heaven to which he will 
go, will present birds of beau- 
ty to attract his eye, with new 
combinations of form and col- 
our——eagles poising above 
him, and fanning the air,whose 
wings shall sparkle with va- 
ried gems; smaller songsters 
trilling out tones where mean- 
ing shall mingle with melody, 
and wafting perfume to his 
senses with every wave of 
their tiny pinions. 
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Caroline. Stop her, Mrs. 
Editor, stop her! If you in- 
dulge her imagination, she 
will “take ship,” and follow 
her hero to Labrador, and we 
shall hear, that our sentimen- 


tal Charlotte is “dressed @ 
VEsqumaur with a fringe of 


foxes’ teeth over her white 
forehead, licking up seals’ 
blood and train oil from a tin 
pot, and sitting (she is so tall) 
half double in an ice hut, all 
for the sake of getting one of 
Capt. Franklin’s Snow Bunt- 
ings. 

They must be beautiful 
creatures though, with their 
jet black wings, a cream col- 
oured crescent on their snow 
white breasts, a delicate tinge 
of pink on their heads and 
neck, produced, it is said, by 
eating saxifrage buds. Char- 
lotte, do you think I could get 
red checks if I were to live 
upon saxifrage? If so, I will 
go with you. 

William. Ah, here are the 
Humming birds! 

Charlotte.. This is almost 
the only defecti.e picture in 
the collection, but it seems 
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impossible to paint that com- 
bination, which in silk, we call 
changeable colour. 

John. Speaking of Hum- 
miog-birds reminds me of the 
Rose Bud, Mrs. Editor. Ma- 
ny of your young subscribers 
are afraid, that you will make 
the Southern Rose Bud too 
old. We should hate essays, 
and epics, and all such things. 

Eduor, Oh, no, John, do 
not be anxious. The truth is, 
thatthe Rose Bud went be- 
yond its promise from the be- 
ginning, and aided as it has 
been by elegant and talented 
minds, was always cramped 
by its dimensions and title. 
Some of the communications 
would grace any journal, and 
have been the dew and sun- 
shine of mine. 


Clara. You must not give. 


up my part of the paper, ma’- 
am 


Editor. Oh, no, little Clara. 
The. ‘Youngest Readers,” 
shall remain, 

Charlotte. I think you said 
that the Foreign Department 
would receive:more attention. 

Editor. Yes; a friend has 
promised to assist me. This 
will be.a fine link for your 
Moderna History and Geogra- 
phy. 

William. I think you will 
find the Latin Anecdotes pop- 
ular; I trust you will contin- 
ue them. 

Editor. Certainly, William, 
we will keep the Latin, even 
at the risque of tufning a lit- 
tle blue. 

In the mean time, if either 
you, or your friends, are the 
“E. A. W.” or “8S.” or “D.” 
or “Julia,” or ‘Une Amie,” 
or ‘MM. A. S.” or ‘Anna’ or 
CM. W. WH or “J.D. P.” or 








“O. NM” or “H.” or “P.M.” 
or ‘Elderly Reader,” or ‘‘A 
Naturalist,” or ‘Friend to 
Youth,” or “School. Girls,” or 
claim other names, that may 
have escaped my recollection, 
let me, while thanking you 
and them for the past, request 
your continued contributions 
to the Southern Rose Bud. 





THE WOODEN LEG. 
From Sparks’s Life 0; Gouvérneur Morris. 
Soon after our Revolution- 
ary war, Mr. Morris had the 
misfortune to be thrown from 
his phaeton in the streets of 
Philadelphia. The accident 
was attended by a severe 
fracture of the leg, and sub- 
sequent amputation. He bore 
the operation with the utmost 
coolness. 
The day after the accident 


occurred. a friend called to 
sec him, who pes, it his 


duty to offer as much consola- 
tion as he could on an event 
so melancholy. He dwelt up- 
on the good eflects which such 
a trial would produce on his 
character and moral tempera- 
ment, and the diminished in- 
ducements it would leave for 
seeking the pleasures and dis- 
sipations, of life, into which 
young. men are too apt te be 
led. ‘My good Sir,’ replied 
Mr. Morris, ‘you argue the 
matter so handsomely, and 
point out so clearly the ad- 
vantages of being without 
legs, that 1 am almost tempt- 
ed to part with the other.’ 

To another person, who 
visted him on the same occa- 
sion, aud guve utterance to 
his feelings of sympathy and 
regret, he replied: ‘O Sir, the 
loss is. much less than you 
imagine; I shall doubtless be 





a steadier man with one leg 
than with two. 

A plais wooden leg, or what 
was scarcely more than a 
rough stick, properly fitted to 
the limb, wasthe remedy for 
this loss, and he soon acqui- 
red such a facility in its use, 
that it gave him little trouble, 
either in walking, or in other 
movements of his body. Af- 
ter he arrived in Europe, he 
saw people walking about with 
cork legs, and making a figure 
as he conceived, so much 
more graceful than his limb 
of oak, that he resolved to try 
the experiment. A legmaker 
was sent for, and various con- 
trivances fabricated, but he 
found fault with them all, and 
after a short trial, he dismiss- 
ed the artist and his cork in- 
ventions, and returned to the 
simplicity of his original sub- 
stitute, whichhe never again 
laid aside.. On one occasion 
he asked a favour for his 
wooden leg, which was readi- 
ly granted, although a serious 
encroachment on court eti- 
quette; and this was, that 
wher he should be introduced 
to the King of France, as 
Minister from the United 
“tates, he should be allowed 
to appear without a sword. 
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FOR MY 
Youngest Readers. 








School is out, 

But do not shout; 
School is done, 

But do not run. 

Put up your slate, 
Neat and straight; 
Make your bow, 

If you know how. 
Take your “spelling,” 
To your dwelling, 
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Your “reading”’ too, 
Keep clean and new; 
Then go home, 

And do not roam; 
Your parents kiss, 

In quietness. 

Now run and play. 
And so “‘good day ”’ 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
SIMPLE SWING. 
Urs. Editor, 

A good old gentieman, an 
acquaintance of mine, inform- 
ed me,that he once heard a 
Medical Lecturer recommend 
anew kind of swing, of a 
sinpler construction than 
those in common use. It 
was a single rope, hanging 
down from some distance a- 
bovethe head The person 
swinging takes hold of this 
rope, and either pushes him- 
self, or is pushed by a friend, 
backwards and forwards The 
advantages of this method 
are said to be,that it strength- 
ens the muscles of the arms 
and chest, since you are ob- 
liged to suspend yourself by 
your whole weight. ‘The 
common method of sitting in 
a double rope isa lazy and 
unwholesome one. ‘Those 
who use it, should at least ac- 
custom themselves to swing 
by their own exertions, which 
I have often seen done with 
much skill, and is attended, I 
believe, with a very good ef- 
fect. The methodI am rec- 
ommending, that is, the single 
rope, seems well adapted to 
our climate in summer time, 
when we can take no violent 
exercise. When you begin 
to practise it, you can scarce- 
ly hold yourself up through 
a single push. But after 





practising a few days, it is 
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surprising how long you can 
continue to hold on, in conse- 
quence of the gew strength 
which your muscles acquire 
by exercise It is said to be 
very good for females and all 
sedentary persons. My pa- 
rents have permitted me to 
buy a ten-penny rope, and | 
think I am deriving advantage 
already from my new swing. 
I understand that in England, 
bell-ringers generally arrive 
at an advanced age, which is 
ascrtbed to the healthful ex- 
ercise of pulling their bell- 
ropes. Who knows, Mrs. 
Editor, but that | may yet be 
a rugged old man? 
Iam yours, Respectfully, 
WILLIAM FEEBLE, 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Mrs. Editor,—Having seen 
in the Rose Bud for several 
weeks past Latin anecdotes 
on Military affairs, I subjoin 
one on the same subject, but 
from a different author. 

Leonidas, rex Lacedxmo- 
niorum,quum Perse dicer- 
entur sugittarum multitu- 
dine solemobscuraturt, ress 
pondisse fertur, ‘‘melius 
itague in umbrad pugnabi- 
mus.’’ 
aaa — 

CHARLESTOR: 
SATURDAY, AUG. 24, 1833. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS, 
Juxia’s ‘Sullivan's Isle,”” and 
Lines on ‘**Music’’ by M. A. 8S. will 
grace the first number of the South- 
ern Rose Bud. 
*<Cornelia,’’ is received. 


~~ 


JUVENILE CONCERT, 


We have been gratified to observe 
that this improving system, so popu- 
lar in many other cities, has been in- 
troduced by one of our musical teach- 
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ers. ‘There is no parent, probably, 
who has not been disconcerted, after 
exhausting time and money on a 
daughter, by hearing her draw] out, 
When requested to a oh a mu- 
sical instrument, ‘lL never play be- 
fore company, ma’am.’’ | This an- 
swer receives its death blow by such 
exhibitions. ‘To those, who eom- 
plain of publicity, we shall only point 
to any schoo] examingtion, and ask 
why music is mwre exposing than 
other recitations before ‘I'rustees and 
promiscuous audiences; and still fur- 
ther, is it net expected, that young 
ladies and gentlemen will play in a 
year or two, before their one or two 
hundred. friends at their own pri- 
vate assemblies? 

Where the deportment of a teach- 
er possesses. aftractive modesty and 
grace, as in the ease referred to a- 
bove, the scholars will be in no dan- 
ger of becoming conceited. 

We think such exhibitions particu- 


larly favourable for young gentlemen, 


who are not old enough to enter so- 
ciety. "The occupation is innocent 
and graceful. We hopeto hear a- 
gain these sweet singing birds. 





AFEW BEMARKS 


To City Subscribers on the De-, 
posit System. 


The Editor of the Rose Bud grate- 
fully acknowledges the kindness with 
which more than three out of her 
Jour hundred city subscribers have 
entered into this arrangement. They, 
im their turn, have probably perceiv- 
ed the advantage of finding their 
Rose Buds safe and unbroken in their 
occasional absence from the city. 

The necessity the Editor felt of ma- 
king up to subscribers their losses in 
the carfying system, occasioned by 
throwing the papers into unoccupied 
premisas, the carelessness of servants, 
&c. &e. obliged her, in the first six 
months, to. break 173 sets, which 
now, when there is dn increasing de- 
mand for complete sets, is an im- 
portant consideration. 

Should there be amy individuals, 
however, to whom the inconvenience 
is 80 great as to induce them to re- 
linguish their subscription, they shall 
be regularly supplied, on leaving their 
names with the Agent, or with’ any 
of the Rose Bud Dapieisodin. 


















































a a eT 


RRB ASA a i ms MD it it Mratesscthiins 











205 








THE ROSE BUD. 








OR LGLNAL POBTEY. 


TO mIss —— . 
AND HER BRIGHT BLOOMING CEREUS. 


At morn, when nature lay in early dew, 
At noon, when shading branches screen’d the sun, 
At twilight, when the parting glow of day 
Blush'd on her cheek, or kiss'd her wavy hair, 
Or, when the moon with silver radiance ting‘d, 
F its growing leaves—she watched her bud. 

t op’d its gentle eye at evening hour, 

Slow as the virgin’s from a happy dream; 
Her dark glance turn’d upon its petals pure, 
And soft as pure; like new-bath'd infancy ; 
Her fring'd lids, trembling with her eager joy, 
Bow’d oer its navies ing’d, and trembling too. 

Odours stole up in silence from its leaves, 
And met those lips, that, bent in curious joy, 
Sent back their perfume, to its scented cell. 
She gazed far down that many stamen’d cell, 
And saw the mysteries of Flora’s shrine. 
Oh, lady, study thus the opening folds 
Of thy young heart’s deep fount, and thou shalt find 
As tender mysteries there, as sweet and strange; 
And know, that nought but Deity could frame 
That flower and thee. 

It is a ‘‘thrice told’’ prayer 

I ask for thee, fair student of this flower, 
Yet not le-s grateful that it is not new; 
When sorrow’s night shall come, and come it will 
To shade the flushing of thy happy prime, 
May flowers like this burst forth amid the gloom, 
And cheer and bless thy way. 


August 17. 





re 





C.G., 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
SUMMER CLOUDS, 


Summer clouds, summer clouds, that hurry away, 

In your loose flowing robes; I pray ye yet stay! 

Oh! stay for a moment, for I too would know, 

From what land ye have come, and whither ye go? 
in your beautiful barks, too quickly ye giide, 

With your light tinted sails, through ether’s blue tide. 


We have roam’d, we have roam’d, all reckless and free, 

O’er earth’s boundless regions, its treasures to see; 

We have hover’d afar o'er the wide Western main, 

To the land, where the forests, in free grandeur reign; 

We have shadow'd the spot, where the glassy lake 
gicams, 

And hung our dark spells, o’er the flood’s thousand 
streams. 


We have knelt, we bave knelt, to the mountain’s proud 
crest; 

And spread our white shroud, o’er the valley’s pure breast; 

We have kiss'd the wet cheek of the lone waterfall, 

And car’d not to stay, although ceaseless its call; 

Then cheer’d the frail flower, sick of Phoebus’ bright 
face, 


And wak’d with our presence, a magical grace. 





a 


Sammer clouds, summer clouds, why burry away? 
Stull wreathe with your garlands the brow of the day 
Pass not yet, pass not yet, on your feathery flight, 
But rest in your beauty, ye children of light! 
Sull hover around us, and stir your soft wings; 
Nor long to glide from us, like Earth’s lovely things. 

A FRIEND. 





FOR THE KOSE BUD. 


It is believed by many families in the Highlands of 
Scotland, that previous to the death of an individaal, 
they are warned by the Benshie or Musical Spirit. In 
allusion to this event, the following lines were written. 


THE BENSHUIE’S CRY. 
It is the first born’s natal hour, 
And brawly they dance in ha’ and bower, 
There is mirth and glee in yon lovely vale, 
But soon are those gay sounds chang’d to wail, 
For the Benshie‘s notes are sounding past, 
Like the withering Simoom’s dreaded blast, 
Clouding bright hearts wi’ shades o’ sorrow, 
For they know not who is called for the morrow 


Is it that young one, gay without guile, 
Who gladdens all hearts wi’ her bonnie smile? 
The bud is unfolding a rich rare bloom, 
Spare, oh spare her—be her’s not the doom: 
Scath not the maiden, her lover is nigh, 


Taint not the fragrance of her fond sigh, 
For her the Bridal chaplet is wove, 


Turn not to sadness true hearts that love! 


Blight not that young hero’s visions of fame, 
He thinks in the war field to laurel his name, 
Around him the hopes of his mother are hung, 
How bitter her tears when his requiem is sung! 


Oh blast not Ais form over whom years are stealing, 
Though death in those white locks his blight is revealing, 
The friends that surround him are dear to his heart, 
Awhile let him linger, ere call’d to depart. 


And touch not that mother! who can fill the place 
Of her, who on home sheds its tenderest grace, 
Whose prayers rise for dear ones, at even and morn? 
Ah let not the Dove from her nestlings be torn! 
M.A.S. 








Died recently in Charleston—Lyp1a Maria Wac- 
NER, aged 14 months; EL1zABerH ALsTon GIBBEs, 
aged 10 years and 9 months; Witt1am Henry Bai- 
Ly, aged 2 years. 

‘*Thus star by star declines 

‘Till all are past away, 

‘‘As morning high and higher shines, 

‘*To pure and perfect day ; 

‘‘Nor sink those stars in empty night, 

**But hide themselves in heaven’s own lizht.’’ 
nt _____) 
Return of Deaths in the City of Charleston, from 

the 10th to the 17th August. 

Wuires 4. Buacxs and Cotorry 2.—Total 6 











